ACT I                  PRIVATE    LIVES
VICTOR :   We can play Boule afterwards.
AMANDA :   No, we can't, dear.
VICTOR :  Don't you like dear old Boule ?
AMANDA : No, I hate dear old Boule. We'll play
a nice game of Chemin de fer.
VICTOR (apprehensively):  Not at the big table ?
AMANDA :   Maybe at the biggest table.
VICTOR : You're not a terrible gambler, are you ?
AMANDA :  Inveterate.    Chance rules my life.
VICTOR :  What nonsense.
AMANDA : How can you say it's nonsense. It was
chance meeting you. It was chancing falling in love;
it's chance that we're here, particularly after your
driving. Everything that happens is chance.
VICTOR : You know I feel rather scared of you at
close quarters.
AMANDA :  That promises to be very embarrassing.
VICTOR : You're somehow different now, wilder
than I thought you were, more strained.
AMANDA : Wilder! Oh Victor, I've never felt
less wild in my life. A little strained, I grant you, but
that's the newly married atmosphere; you can't expect
anything else. Honeymooning is a very overrated
amusement.
VICTOR : You say that because you had a ghastly
experience before.
AMANDA :   There you go again.
VICTOR : It couldn't fail to embitter you a little.
AMANDA : The honeymoon wasn't such a ghastly
experience really; it was afterwards that was so
awful.
VICTOR; I intend to make you forget it all
entirely.
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